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I hold him happiest FV.                           Who, before going quickly whence he came,
Hath looked ungrieving on these majesties, The world-wide Sun, the stars, water and clouds And fire.   Live, Parmeno, a hundred years, Or a few weeks, these thou wilt always see, And never, never, any greater things.
Ibid.
This is Menaader. For him Goethe had the liveliest admiration. He calls him pure; noble, cheer-fid, altogether invaluable, even though unhappily but a fragment. Yet if one demands an antistrophe to this strophe of Menander, I can think of none more apt than Goethe's own famous and beautiful psalm of life, known as Das Gottliche. From a very different point of view Browning's readers will not forget his sombre lines under the title "Prospice."rass And beasts in all then* kinds, indeed Mother of All.   And every seed
